LONELINESS                      11*

iated phenomena to him. He likes Gladys to
be eager and impassioned and humorous at the
same time. He likes Jane to be oracular, rather
absurd, flusteredj because it is characteristic;
but he is not heartless. If someone was habitually
tactless, recognised it, wanted to cure it, Chris
would do his best to help, because the offender's
remorse would be characteristic too; but it
isn't sympathy exactly, because he doesn't
ultimately care.

So now, as his pretty simile, which I have
quoted, says, he is giving up his lonely tower*
and looking out eagerly and delightedly on the
world which can't come near him. Why he
enjoys his present life more than the old is
because things are not so near to him. He hates
all proximity. But he doesn't know this. In
retrospect he thinks he enjoyed himself in town,
We were talking of this yesterday, and he
quoted:

" * Somewhat narrow, somewhat slow
Used to seem tlie ways, the walking; narrow ways aze well to

tread,

When there's moss beneath the footsteps, honeysueHes over-
head,1 "

" What an old humbug you are, Chris! "
" I a humbug ? " (blushing a little).   " You
don't mean that ? "